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SUICIDE 


THE LAST GENOCIDE 


Only one chance. Even the longest life is so short, in the 
face of the eternity which spreads out behind it and before it, and 
which we will never understand in this life but will experience 
someday, whether we choose to or not. No matter how long we 
ive, when we look back on this life, it will all seem so short, as 
if one day. 

Only one chance, There are so many things which we have 
not experienced, which we could experience. Only one chance to 
Jean what real love is, for the first time. And we have never 
learned, if we are not ready to sacrifice ourselves for it-and more 
than that, to die for ic a hundred times. After we dic, we can never 
again make that sacrifice, can never again taste the sweetness of 
‘that pain. 

‘Only one chance. Only one chance lo find out that the 
philosophy, mindset and religion of the 1990's are not the only 
ones. And that perhaps there were better ones in the past, in other 
places. And that it's not true what we've been taught--about how 
what is more modem is better. Only one chance to no longer be 
a slave to times and fashions, of the modem counterculture as well 
as the culture. Especially when both the culture and the 
counterculture have failed us. 

Only one chance to be alive. Only one chance to show 
courage. Only one chance io change things, and to change course. 
Only one chance to rise above the sale of irresolution and 
passivity and doubt into which we've been placed by television and 
other electronic media stimulation. Only one chance to live 
virwously 

Only one chance to go to the mountains and watch the 
evening sun filtering through the trees. Only one chance to sit on 
a cliff over the ocean and wonder why you're here, Only one 
chance to see the stars. Only one chance to hear a heart beat 

Only one chance to be free. True freedom comes not from 
taking life, but from pivi 


O 


Suicide is the only unforgivable crime, because it is the 
only crime after which you cannot ask forgiveness. After that, you 
center a future life in which there are no more chances. And that, 
if you have not taken the one chance you've been given, is true 
hell. 


Suicide takes the lives of 6,000 of the young generation in 
the U.S. each year. This phenomenon is something unheard of in 
he history of ihe world. Why should this be, if the wortd is truly 
becoming a better place? Suicide is the last Genocide 


Monk Damascene 


a mystic reflection 


Fathers and teachers, I ponder “What is hell?" I maintain that itis the 
suffering of being unable to love. Once in infinite existence, immeasurable 
im time and space, a spiritual creature was given on his coming to carth, 
the power of saying, “I am and I love.” Once, only once, there was given 
him a moment of active living love and for that was earthly life given 
bim, and with it times and seasons. And that happy creature rejected the 
priceless gift, prized it and loved it not, scorned it and remained callous. 
Such a one, having left the earth, sees Abraham's bosom and talks with 
Abraham as we are told in the parable of the rich man and Lazarus, and 
bbeholds heaven and can go up to the Lord. But that is just his torment, 
to rise up to the Lord without ever having loved, to be brought close to 
those who have loved when he has despised their love, For he sees clearly 
and says to himself, “Now I have understanding and though I now thirst 
to love, there will be nothing great, no sacrifice in my love, for my earthly 
lie is over, and Abraham will not come even with a drop of living 
water (that is the gift of earthly, active life) to cool the fiery thirst of 
spiritual love which burns in me now, though I despised it on carth; 
there is no more life for me and will be no more time! Even though I 
would gladly give my life for others, it can never be, for that life is 
‘passed which can be sacrificed for love, and now there is a gulf fixed be- 
tween that life and this existence.” 
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‘They talk of hell fire in the material sense. I don't go into that mystery 
and I shun it. But I think if there were fire in material sense, they would 
be glad of it, for, I imagine, thac in material agony, their still greater 
spiritual agony would be forgotten for a moment. Moreover, that spi 
ual agony cannot be taken from them, for that suffering is not external 
but within them. And if it could be taken from them, I think it would 
be bitterer still for the unhappy creatures, For even if the righteous in 
Paradise forgave them, beholding their torments, and called them up to 
heaven in their infinite love, they would only multiply their torments, 
for they would arouse in them still more keenly a flaming thirst for 
‘responsive, active and grateful love which is now impossible. In the 
timidity of my heart I imagine, however, that the very recognition of 
this impossibility would serve at lat to console them. For accepting the 
Jove of the righteous together with the impossibility of repaying it, by 
thb submissiveness and the effect of this humility, they will attain at last 
as it were, to a certain semblance of that active love which they scorned 
in ife, to something like its outward expression . . . I am sorry, friends 
and brothers, that I cannot express this clearly, But woe to those who 
have slain themselves on earth, woe to the suicides! I believe that there 
can be none more miserable than they. They tell us that it is a sin to 
pray for them and outwardly the Church, as it were, renounces them, but 
in my secret heart 1 believe that we may pray even for them. Love can 
never be an offence to Christ. For such as those I have prayed inwardly 
all my life, I confess it, fathers and teachers, and even now I pray for 
them every day. 

Oh, there are some who remain proud and fierce even in hell, in spite 
of their certain knowledge and contemplation of the absolute truth; 
there are some fearful ones who have given themselves over to Satan and | 
his proud spirit entirely, For such, hell is voluntary and ever consuming; | 
they are tortured by their own choice. For they have cursed themselves, 
cursing God and life. They live upon their vindictive pride like a starving 
man in the desert sucking blood out of his own body. But they are 
never satisfied, and they refuse forgiveness, they curse God Who calls 
them. They cannot behold the living God without hatred, and they ery 
out that the God of life should be annihilated, that God should destroy 
Himself and His own creation. And they will burn in the fire of their 
‘own wrath for ever and yearn for death and annihilation, But they will 


not attain to death. .. . i -Fyodor Dostoyevsky 


wpe 
part one: Monk Ephriem 

In the year of 1425 a monk was taken captive and tortured to death 
in his monastery in Greece for being a Christian. He was slowly tortured to 
„death over a period of a year. After each episode his wounds were allowed 
to heal, and thon he wae subjected to new and worse punishments. Finally 
they fully executed him. He was hung upside down from a tree in his 
‘monastery grounds and run through with a pole which had been sharpened. 
to a point and set on fire. Al trace of his life and martyrdom were forgotten 
until this century whore he appeared to the abbess of a convent and told her 
of his life and sufferings. He also revealed the spot where his bones were 
buried which never decomposed. They dug up the bones fr the glory God. 


Some years later an American teenager in the midwest was 
grappling with hie own life. He was heavily using druge (cocaine and 
heroin) and was quickly siding to destruction. He had neither a stable 
family ie nor a religious upbringing and though still young was in serious 
‘rouble, 

‘One night an ugly old man appeared to him and said, "I am your 
friend, I want to make an appointment with you to meet me.” He directed, 
him to get into his car and drive as quickly as he could down a certain road. 
‘which had a hairpin turn at the end with a sheer cliff at the bend. The 
young man did as he was told, got into his car and drove as fast as he could 
down the road. Loosing his nerve at the last minute he managed to slam en 
his brakes and barely made the tum. He arrived home shaken, 

‘Two nights later, the old man appeared again and said with anger 
and indignation, "Iam very disappointed that you did't meet me. Get ito, 
your car again ands drive as fast as you can and this time dont put on the| 
brakes The young man felt strangely compelled to do this. Once again he 
got into his car, drove as fast as he could and this time didnt stop but drove 
at high speed off the cliff The car was demolished but, surprisingly be 
escaped with only cuts and brulses and with a concussion. 


Overdose 


A few weaks after he was out of the hospital, the ugly man| 
appeared to him once agatn and said, "I am furious with you 


our appointment. Tonight without fail you will meet me! Put a double dos 
of the drug in your needle." Again the boy felt compelled to do this, and! 
after injecting himself went into a coma from the overdose. He was taken to 
the hospital where doctors toki his family that he probably wouldn't live. 


young man did awake, fully conscious. He told those around bim that he 
had sten a man which looked like some sort of a radiant monk. He came to 
him and said. "I have been praying for you. God has given you another 
chance. You will live, but you must correct your life. You are to go to Greece so 
as to visit the resting place of my bones, giving thanks lo God for your 
Salvation, My name i Epkriam. 
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The guards who accompanied them apparently did not know that 
there was a scientific expedition on the teto ofthe Concentration camp. 
We heard the precise words of the guard commands: lie down and don 
move." Onc ofthe guards ran back tothe camp. apparently they considered 
us as suspicious. One of our party, somehow quickly determined the 
Situation of ho prisoners and sid: “We've prolonged their lives a few 
minutes” At fist we didnt understand these words In perhaps 15 or 20 
minutes we were surrounded by a platoon of camp guards who approached 
holding rifles bale vad, s if they were about to attack with bayonets. 
The platoon commander and the political commissar ame up to us and 
asked us for our documents, After verifying the documents tey explained 
to us hat these sixty men lad been sentenced to be shot as an element 
foreign to Soviet power 

‘Already a ditch had been prepared for these sixty. The political 
commissar asked us to go ito omr tenis, which we did. The sixty martyrs 
Wore priests. In the quit July morning the weak voices of many of the 
priest were clearly audible. One of the executioners asked the priests 
Standing by the ditch, one by one: "You're taking your lest breath tell sis 
there a God or not?” The reply of the holy martyrs vas firm and confident: 
"Yes, there iza God!” 

"Th first shot rang out. Siting in the tents, our hearts pounded. -A 
second shot ang out, a third, and more. The priests were lead up one by 
one, othe diich the executioners standing by the ditch asked cas priest 
Is there a God? The answer was the same: Yes there îs a God! We are ving 
witnesses, we saw with our own eyes and heard ith our own ears how 
people before tei death confessed thet feith in God 
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‘A man meck and humble in soul, Who wishes o sene 
God and remain faithful to Him, will rerain his meckness 
and humility even in the midst of persecution; his 
simplicity will neither betray Ged ner require him to 
Disligare and centore his soul with slavish man pleasing or 
servile submission to evil. A typical modern man on the 
cocker hand, with his complexes and neuroses, his desire 
noc to offend che enemies of God, his fear of being 
considered intolerant, his compulsive need for self 
affirmation, such 2 man would be far more inclined to 
enter into compromise with falsehood, in mind if noe in 
ia. le is in regard to the former man that the Saviour, 
in the sermon of the Mount, sid, If chine eye be single 
dzy whe tedy chall Gell ge Sec wee © 
capable of confessing God no matter how hopeless the 
harvest may seem: In fact such a soul, being single or 
simple [chat is, uncompounded with unrighteousness | 
cannot do otherwise, having long since resolved to serve 
God rather than the world. 


— Monk Gerasim 


KENIA the VISIONARY 


Xenia lived in Russia in seventeen hundreds 


È and lived a comfortable life. She was married to an 


imperial colonel whose name was Andrej and 
apparently they were well off. She was still young, 
and in good health when he died suddenly one night 


ŚJ at a drinking party. The unexpected death of her 


beloved husband completely shattered her whole Bg 
‘world, She was twenty-six years old and childless. 
The distraught widow looked around herself, at all 
her possessions, at her pointless little world and 
suddenly began to realize the vanity and 
transitoriness of all earthly joys and treasures: She 
came to realize that there is true value only in 
heavenly treasures. To the utter amazement of her 
friends and relatives, Xenia began to give away all 
that she possessed. Her money and personal A 
belongings she gave to the poor and she wave away 
her house to a friend. Finally her relatives decided 
that she had taken complete leave of her senses and 
considered her mentally unbalanced, 

Having realized that there can be no true * 
happiness on earth and that worldly possessions are a, 
only a hindrance to the attaining of true joy in God d 


she suddenly vanished for eight years. It was at this BAERGA 


time that Xenia was called to the highest feat of 
spiritual perfection, that of" Foolishness for Chris 
sake”. This is state of appearing to this world as 
totally crazy when in fact the sanity of the person is 
just beyond this world. There is, in the “fool” a fi 
total understanding of life and death, good and evil, 
love and hate. There is complete reconciliation with 
God while the world says it's madness. 


SOUND and the SOUL 
Death or Life 


In a world of agony, and in these times which aro worthy of much weeping and 
Jomentation, we delight inthe sounds of suffering 


*By the waters of Babylon we say down and we wept when we remembered 
bung our harps upon the willow trees in the midst bero, For they tha car 
captive demanded of us a song; our tormentors demanded of us a song saying: Sing us 
one of the songs of Zinn,” Psalm 137 


We are held captive, but we sing a different song-not a song of Zion but a song of death, 
a song that glorifies violence, sex, hate, pride, and a death that kills both body and soul, Our 
world îs a prisoner of these sounds. For some there is no escape, because some make the endless 
mistake of suicide 

‘This generation-the Nihil Generarion-i a victim of these sounds which kill, These songs 
are sung ia all walks of lif, in all social groups, The vices they depict are accepted by all, for 
all cry out this violent ery: a cry that to many in this generation, the suicide generation, seream 
all the way to the grave. They say that it's O.K. because the younger generation is just releasing 
their frusration and anger. They say that i's a phase of rebellion thet the youth inevitably 
experience. And so the world continues to support this mass genocide, as the youth continue to 
Kill themselves off. This must stop. These sounds must not echo, This song must not be played. 

{In order to grapple with the sounds of our times we must better krów our own soul. We 
need to find the door into which all this negative energy enters, and we must slam that door shut. 
To be a true watchman and to guard the treasure inside the flesh (the soul), we must slam the 
doors of the senses to all evi Through our senses~sight, hearing, smell, taste, and touch enter 
into the soul all impressions on the mind, both good ard bad. In our times the order of things 
has become inverted: instead of seeking God within, the heart sesks for pleasures without aed 
is content with them, We tend to feed the senses mostly with perversion and evil so a5 to please 
‘ourselves, and thus we abandon our love for ether people. Simse we must use our senses we need 
to guard them carefully and gently, exposing them as best we ean to good. To beauty 

In these times there are no lovers of Truth who are willing to fight for Trath and war 

‘own fallen nature, There are none left to stand up against 3 world that delights in 
violence and destruction ofthe soul. And those who desire to stand for Truth inevitably mast 
experience a Death to this World and an awakening to the other-io Heaven. And we may ask 
ourselves: What happenal to Heaven? Who sings those songs? 

The sounds of our times are sounds which have made their way up from the abyss oF 
hell; they make our Fives a living hell, and thus we prepare our souls fora bell afier death. Since 
life i the preparation for death, we musi prepare our souls by means of heauty--for it is beauty 
that awaits us beyond the grave. And we may ask ourselves: Who sings the songx of God in a 


strange land? We must 
„isć Meji 
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A Meeting With Suffering 


Simeon hed waited a lifetime for God to come fo Bim as a 
child im the Mesh, as was promised to him decades before. And when 
‘hat moment occurred he cried unto God, "Now let Thy servant 

weace according to Thy Word for my eyes have seen Thy 
Salvation. PAL that moment he had the pleasure of meeting the 


| Child that was to bear the soffering of the world. It was on this day 


two thousand years later when we remember Simeon receiving into 
his aged and frail hands this Child, I also had the pleasure of 
receiving into my arms the long awaited suffering that would chis 

my Bard heart of stone. 

[As T eroseed the threshold of the door I didn’t know at all 
hat to expect. My father had tried to describe to me this woman 
that we vere fo meet but all ho could say is that her suffering is 
beyond words. There we stood in her living room waiting to meet 
her and my father looked at me with strong and careful eyes and 
told me that the reason that he brought me there was so I would 
always remember to pray for her. 

From out of one of the rooms and under a sun filled skylight 
and over a creaky wood floor she appeared. She was about sixty and 
hod a searf covering her mouth and gray hair with only her deep 
sunken painful eyes exposed. She told me that she couldn't eat 
because her mouth was all Broken up and the pain was to great. Her 
skin wae broken and bleeding in many places and her whole body 
twas stiff from feeling so much pain for so long. She could never sit 
down becuse the pain would increase to unbearable degrees so she 
‘would constantly be on her fect. She also couldn't stand in one 
Tor the pain would Increase. She could rarely sleep or lie dows at all 
for that matter for the pain would again be unbearable. Thus, she 
was to spend the rest of her painful life walking circles in her 
house, constantly falling trom dizzy spells. 

ing English voice she spoke only of her 
anguish saying always, "I'm frightened for fear of the pain. You 
have to help me. I am trapped and There is mo way out. T 
escape.” As we conversed I would walk her around the house in f 
reles. 1 would try to talk about things other than pain ond 
Suffering In hopes to get her off the subject but Ht was to no avall 
‘Then one day I brought up a subject that caught her attention, 1 
asked her if she liked classical musie and joy entered her eyes as she 
Said thot when she was in Paris she used to play the violin. T asked 
her i she liked Mozart, Handel, and Bach. When I said Bach she 
light up and said that his mušic was her favorite, especially the 
piece called "Ich Habe Genug" (I have had enough) 

ster om when 1 was baek in the monastery I was inspired to 

len to that song. The piece of musie is inspired by the lie of 
‘Simeon, and bis receiving the Christ Child inta his arms and cried 
to God that be is now ready to die. An angel told kim decades before 
that he would God, 


ŽI have had enough. I have seen the hope of the faithful in 
my yearning arms.. If the Lord would only deliver me from 
the ‘chains of my human form; If only the time Tor my 
departure were here, with joy I would say to the world, "l 
have had enough." Slumber now weary eyes-close softly and 
= World, I stay here no longer. 1 have renounced 
thee that my spirit may thrive. Here all is misery, but there 
1 shall behold sweet peace, perfect repose.. My God! When 
‘wilt Thou call me in peace te join Thee. To lie in the coo 
and rest there in Thee? With joy I greet my death.” 


1 couldn't for the Ife of me forget her anguish and thought 
for a short moment that the world hinged on her pain. Her Me was 
pain and her reason for living was only pain. That was her only 
Interest in life. The the God Whe took human 
form settled 
1 realized that through her s 

has treasured the hurt so long that she ba 

Heaven. The soul may now be con 


rot but the soal 


"Remembrance of God is pain of heart endured in the spirit 
of devotion; But he who forgets God becomes sel indulgent and thus 


‘The face of every soul is lined with pain 
For this is the fallen plea = 
‘To cry out as a choir the refrain 
How long must I suffer thee? 


Tn péinfal banishment we brood our w 
‘And beat thom against a tree 

That once bore fruit to later receive blows 
‘How long must I suffer thee? 


„Shattered iz this 
Degas this cold, hard a 
Agama Ed again so painfully 
SSsinst itself in tears falli 
perme ODE must I suffer tna Ti 


ight spent crying to sleep, 
\. Beating the breast, woo is me 
‘To treasure sorrow forever to keep 
How long must I suffer thee?, 


Farewell sorrows-for I've treasured thee lony 
‘that the pride of pain must flee 

To allow Christ to sing that weary song 
How long must I puffer the 
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Readers’ Contributions 


Ifyou love truth, love silence. This will make you 
illumined in God like the sun and will deliver you 
from the illusions of ignorance. Silence unites you 
to God himself. —St. John Climacus +6th century OVO 


‘How difficult this is - to love ones enemies -ch how K 
difficult! One must devote one's entire life to ( 
Jearning this... But in such a love a man comes to 
resemblo the crucified God. ~ Hieromonk Gabriel 
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‘This i the surrender:..To accept to be cut to pieces 
and yet every piece belongs to God, You are free 
theo, ‘Mother Theresa, stil living 


Everybody who loves Truth must not only take note 
of the signs of tho times, but also follow these V 
obsevations to their logical conelusiens. 

~ Archbishop Theophon of Poltava. 


Whoever wants to hate the world must love God 
with the innermost depths of his soul, and acquire z 
constant memory of Him, for nothing can more 
strongly urge a man to renounce everything 
gladly and turn from worldly things, as from 
dung ~ St. Simeon tho New Theologian +10th cent. 


‘Sound reason not only demande that we de not heed 
those who did or thought anything wrong, but it 
requires that tho lover of truth must chocse, in 
every way, to do and say what is right, even when 
threatened with death, rather than love his own 
ie 


So oft des ic chance in commen mèn, 

Ta cimes of wee or times of grief 

As inspirations rise again 

They're dashed in shards upon the reef 

OF societies harsh and choking hold 

That turns che hearctack towards the cld 

And Lonliness of soul we mold 

Within oursels since days of old. 

Bur yet there comes one's way a spark 

‘That brings one's aching, inner eyes 

Back in focus on one's heare 

To it's Keeper Who we've harsh despised. 
Honk Nilus Jones 
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PEELING AWAY THE PAIN, 
miad. I realized that as J peel the thin, delicate, 
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“Once upon dn average mora, an average boy was bora for 
the second time. Prone upon the altar there, he whispered up a 
braver he kept hid inside. The vision care, be saw the oddz, a 
Kundred little gode on a gilded wheel. "These will vie to teke 
your place, but Father by Your grace I will never kneel” 
"Steve Taylor 


1, unfortunately, did kneel. I was raised in a very average 
"Brady bunch" family: Mom had me and my sister, and Dad 
had mi older brother end sister. 1 was very Geli to have a 
new fathor (my biolgical father died whan t was 3, of an 
lech related beart aizack) and a new brother and sister. We 
Zid no Live happily ever after. My brother, fooling jealous and 
ner athe etat in Family and ving come and 
iv with a mow family took it upon himself to punish everyone 
‘hse for this He proceeded to torment my existence in every 
Say he conid. I was emotional and phyaicaliy azusod by kim 
at was” 13 years old. T had developed into a deathly 
insecure adolescent. I lived in my own fantasies and other 
realities that T had created. He couldnt hart me there. I went 
to church every Sundey and most Wednesday. I sang and 
listened but heard nothing, even there T was in my own reality, 
JE was about taie time that I had lof the geek seene and 
fntered the punk cene, Punx where he only people Who ever 
treated me with respec and didnt run me doia, 1 went from 
polo shirts t a blus mohawk and combat boote. This was 1888 
2. raral cow town in Oregon. 1 was then tormented by 
/stycna in town. My brother ad boom replaced Because of my 
individuality 1 was shot, stabbed, and besten: One dzy a friend 
of mine invited me to a party ef sorte. This party consistod of 
Soma of my iende from schosl and two older Indien. le was 
described me se frends sitting around and talking, drinking 
Seda, esting crips and playing games 
‘The tne older women were witches and the party was a 
jering of a coven. 1 wes then initiated into the practi of 
Mia. It you don't know, Wicca iz an ancient feminine 
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orig the bed. I decided to get up and go to the bathroom. I 
hon realized that my entire boży waa paralyzed from the neck 
down Ta Więca there sre no druge or alcohol Ifyou would be 
found using thece things you would be expelled frm the coven 
BI anew that I had nothing im my system that could cause this 
[rhe only explanation | could come at was something spiritual 
troy atcking me. 1 left mv body and suspended myself above 
ST then went into shock. Siting all around me and bolding 
me down were about 15 demons laughing hysterically. One 
Earned and looked at me and spake. It said I was the biggest 
je it had met in ong time. sid hat Twas taught 
Urh was ight but went the wrong way, end now | was so 
deep inte it Í was going to hell and there was no way out. He 
(RSA proceeded to make a deal with mo, Two of them came to 
MY rial body and turaed me around. When I was turned 
Nune T found myself in Hell. There is ne way to deseribo 
Ahat saw felt, and smeli. I will never forgot it. The faces 
ey returned me to my nam and gave me the ultimatum. | 
<a kil myself and become like them and torment instead of 
iing tormented or die an? go to hell anyway. I chase suicide 


ti) 


715 


y body, I said under my 
breath, "Jesus, if you'r č s a groat flash 
of light and ti I to curse God. 
Why did ho I o through these things. I cursed him for 
about an hour while I cleane body expelled 
during the experience It was then 

the of God. He said only one simple phrase that stopped 
me in my tracka, “All T wanted you to do was ask" 


= Collin Evy, Pocttand OR 


“Ere. problem 

solved by the appearance of 

absolute Divine truth within 
ines of human nature. 


s ever uttered, thie 

a 1 AM THE TRU] zi 
: the Godman)” 

Christ; ne Truth as per- 
son inraliHis Divine-human full- 


ness 4rd reality." 
\ - Justin Popovitch of Serbia 
U 


NIOMHH NOCIBĄHAA TBOA! 


